LETTERS FROM READING PRISON      1?
Gower Street Stevenson could have written a new  Trois  Mousquetaires.    In  Samoa he wrote letters to the Times about Germans.    I see also the traces of a terrible strain to lead a natural life.      To   chop  wood  with   any  advantage   to oneself or profit to others, one should not be able to describe the process.    In point of fact the natural life is the unconscious life.    Stevenson merely extended the sphere of the artificial by taking to digging.    The whole dreary book has given me a lesson.    If I spend my future life reading Baudelaire in a cafe I shall be leading a more natural life than if I take to hedger's work or plant cacao in mud-swamps.    En Route is most overrated.    It is sheer journalism.    It never makes one hear a note of the music it describes.     The subject is delightful, but the style is of course worthless, slipshod, flaccid.    It is worse French than Ohnet's.    Ohnet tries to be commonplace and succeeds.    Huysmans tries not to be, and is.    Hardy's novel is  pleasant, and the style perfect;   and Harold  Frederic's very  interesting in matter.      Later  on, there being hardly any novels in the prison library foe